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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


- of the play-scene is of course ponte, otherwise, in any well- 
i regulated Court, the monkey tricks of even so exalted a personage 








| as the young Crown Prince would meet with severe and immediate 
rebuke from his mother. With Ophelia, who is a knowing young 
} lady just about a year or so older than Hamlet, and a past mis- 
tress of arts and crafts, an apt pupil of sly old Father Polonius, 

Sara’s Hamlet, toujours l'enfant gaté, is delightful. With the Queen 
he is a bully, just the retribution that a vain, silly mother might 
expect. the course of the piece, Sara’s Hamlet becomes more 
dignified, and when he is confronted with that egregious ass, Osric, 
he is as serious with him as he had been playful with Polonius. 

In the fencing scene Sara’s Young Man is a master of the art, 
and her business of whisking Laertes’ sword out of his hand, and 
courteously proffering her own for his acceptance is the only 
rationally practical explanation of the exchange of weapons as 
devised by SHAKSPEARE. All this is excellent. 
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CHACUN A SON GOUT. 


(A writer in the Zoynbee Record claims for East London an esthetic 
beauty of its own. How could any sane man prefer the prim, dismal stucco 
of a West London square? ””—Daily Paper.) 

Ir you wish to be chic, you will doubtless agree 

No place is so fair as the district marked E, 

But, however my Philistine judgment may trouble you, 
I confess to an old-fashioned weakness for W. 


There may be whose noses do ardently wish 

To sample the savoury joys of fried fish ; 

Let them to Whitechapel, but give me the breeze 
That rustles the leaves of the Serpentine trees. 


Your ’Arry be-buttoned and ’ARRIET too 

Are sights to be seen like the Tower and the Zoo; 
But still I prefer, in the matter of mode, 

Your Kensington Gardens to Whitechapel Road. 
But I sary with no one ; chacun a son gout ; 

A pestilent slum has attractions for you, 

But I'll be content with a fiat in Mayfair, 

Or a family mansion in Grosvenor Square. 




















OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


’Postle Farm (Buackwoop), by GEorGE Forp, is the most power- 
ful novel my Baronite has read for a long time. The casual 
reader need not be repelled by discovery that the heroine and 
some of her early companions speak in the Devonshire dialect. It 
looks bad, but it is easily comprehended, and soon grows to be 
musical. Cathie is quite a new departure among novel heroines, 
real flesh and blood fashioned into profoundly interesting life by 
skilful hands. The picture has for setting the lush lanes, green 
Le cove fields, and bordering sea of Devon, peopled with: livi rsons. 
ANCIENT Kincs OF IRELAND. BUT HIS PRETENSIONS JUST NOW DO Granfer, the owner of ‘Postle Farm, is onstiatiedhy 4 ightful. 
NOT SOAR ABOVE HALF A CROWN. ‘“‘Gzorce” Forp the wise call the author. There are some subtle 
touches in the portraiture of Cathie that to my Baronite bewray 


a 


Pst 


THis 1s Mr. Dents O'BRIEN, WHO CLAIMS DESCENT FROM THE 








l ’ ” the woman. 
“SARAH'S YOUNG MAN. To his British Anthologies, in iteclf a library of delight, Mr. 
r Evipentty Mme. Sara’s view of Hamlet’s character is that this | FRowps adds three volumes, issued from the Oxford University 


The first covers the field of time SHaKsPEARE marked 
as his own. From 1617 to 1637, rare Ben Jonson and his 
contemporaries pay tribute. The third is the Milton Anthology, 


youthful Prince, now aged about eighteen, had been as a precocious | Press. 
child badly brought up by his injudicious mother, petted by his 


nurses, and spoilt by tutors, governors, and servants. Doubt- 
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less Poloniws had frequently been charged with the care of the 
young Prince, and, of course, had allowed Ophelia and the heir 
to the crown of Denmark to be thrown a good deal together as boy 
and girl. The poor old Lord Chamberlain suffered for this culpable 
weakness in after years, as Hamlet laughs at him to his face, 
chaffs him in company, and actually, when his Icrdship is seriously 
and respectfully addressing his youthful master, the latter, like the 


dating from 1638 to 1674. In this last we find flowers culled 
from CowLEY, BEAUMONT, FLETCHER, SYDNEY GODOLPHIN, GEORGE 
Herpert, PEMBROKE, HERRICK, MassInceR, WALTER RALEIGH, 
Suckiine, GEorGE WITHER, and, of course, Minton. One often 
thinks what book he would take to a desert island if his choice 
were limited to a single work. My Baronite plumps for the 
British Anthologies, of which there are to be ten volumes in all, 
















covering four centuries of British poesy. It is a happy thought, 
admirably carried out under the editorship of Professor ARBER. 
The publisher contributes the charm of cunningly selecting Black 
Letter and a tone of rough paper that gives the volume a faded 
remark that if every one were treated ‘according to his deserts, | look, as if it had come from the private possession of the Reverend 
5 who would escape whipping ? ” | Ropert Herrick or Colonel Ricnarp LovgLace. 
7 This is Madame Saka Bernnarpt’s Hamlet, She shows him! In Orientations (Fisuar Unwin), Mr. Somerset Maveuam tells 
as from gay to grave, from lively to severe. He is sharp as a| some short stories in a style which, though peculiar to himself, 
, | needle, he will speak daggers, but will not use so much asa bare | reminds me atone time of the cynicism of CKERAY, and at 
- His lecture to the professional players, impertinent even | another of the pleasant humour of Dickens. Not that Mr. 
from an older Prince, is an exhibition of boyish conceit. Yet is MavaHam is in the least degree either plagiarist or imitator. Per- 
Sara’s Hamlet, with all her gaminerie, far nearer the ideal Hamlet | haps in this collection of tales the sketch entitled ‘‘ The Punctilious- 
than any Hamlet, including Fecutsr’s, that this deponent has ness of Don Sebastian” is the most graphic, the most pan ge es 
ever seen. All other Hamlets—the male Hamlets, bien entendu— | and certainly not the least amusing in the volume. ‘ Faith” were 
have been, in comparison with ‘‘Sarau’s Young Man,” eccentric | better omitted. ‘‘ De Amicitia” is = good, though the finish is 
middle-aged youths of from thirty to fifty. weakened by the author’s evident dislike of the usual “so they 
From the point of view of Hamiet’s being an entirely spoilt child, | married and lived happily ever after ” termination. 
allowed to play about and do exactly what he likes, the business Tus Baron vg B.-W. 


comic count an in Mr. Crummies’ theatre, pretends to be catch- 
ing a fly, which he finally captures with both hands on the old 
man’s mouth! Isn't that the very act of a mischievous, spoilt 
Prince? And how appropriately would come from his lips the | 
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TOWARDS FREEDOM. 


Madame la République. “‘ Wercoms, M. ue Carrrarns. Let Me HOPE THAT I MAY SOON RETURN You your SworD.” 
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THEIR TRUE VOCATION. 
(By a Sufferer.) 
[A ——- in the Catskill District (New York 


sults has accidentally discovered that blowing a 
horn beneath a tree causes caterpillars to fall from 
the boughs. Organ-grinders and similar per- 
formers have, therefore, been numerously ‘employed 
night and day to grind their machines er the 
trees and lure these pests to their doom. Town 
bands have also been impressed to P ny bai - ~ a 
Doodle,” and other national airs, to 


A uss has been found for the organ- ell 
A place for the German band ; 

Then let ’em all—flock to the blessed finder 
Far away in that western land. 


"Tis discovered at last—their real mission 
In the scheme of sublunar 
street 


For the more than superfluous 
musician, 
The fiend that our ear-drum wrings. 
No more need the dweller in town be tor- 
ture 
By foreign purveyors of noise ; 
They ’re wanted instead in each country 


orchar 
(Like Orpheus) to act as decoys. 


For music hath charms, and these baneful 
charmers 
Mid grubs cause a general slump ; 
“ Yankee Doodle’’’s too much for their 
nerves—and the farmers 
Pretty soon sweep them up in a lump. 


Let ’s grant to itinerant Swiss and Teuton 
Free fares to the West, one and all; 
May the insects remember the Apple of 
NEWTON 
And smother their foes in their fall ! 











HARD ON THE CHAMOIS, 
[According to the poly Chronicle the Kaiser 
has been in the Tyrol, karning to yodel, “The 
only iting I do not know,” said William the 




















AT A COUNTRY HOUSE. 


‘* WELL, MY DEAR ADMIRAL, AND HOW DID you SLEEP?” 


“Nor AT ALL, GENERAL. 


ConFOUNDED BUTTERFLY FLEW IN AT THE WINDOW, AND 


WAS FLOPPING AROUND ALL NIGHT—€OULDN’T GET A WINK OF SLEEP,” 
‘* AH, DASHED DANGEROUS THINGS, BUTTERFLIEs !” 








THE BELLE’S STRATAGEM. 

[Lord Percy complained that the first division 
qualifying women-to serve as councillors and 
aldermen was taken in a thin House, when | 
members had gone to dinner, and the final division | 
when most of the members were having tea on the | 
Terrace. } 

You who with woman ruthless battle make | 
With churlish voice and pen, 
Throw up the so epenge, and, beaten, humbly | 


| 


Defeat like men. 
What boots ; to complain, the hour you’ 
ose 


| 

To stay your appetites | Waa 

Gave a long- peonene, oon to your foes | 
eir rights ? 


| Or that Deuiiag false with witching hair 
Availed your strength to bind— 
That, therewith Ly the Terrace chained, you 


ther 
New ‘Scisiine find ? 
| But learn this a you whom woman’s 


grac 
At tea untiealy snares, 
Men who would still keep woman in her 
place, 
Must be in theirs. 





REFRESHING IDEA DURING THE HorrTEst 
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She, ‘‘Wuere’s your NATURALIST BROTHER NOW?” 
She. “How nice! 
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STARTED AN APIARY, DON’T YOU KNOW.” 
MONKEYS ARE SO INTERESTING!” 








| A Bule of Three Sum for the New 
Senior Wrangler. 


Ir Kumar Sari RanJitsings1’s name for 
the first few years of his career in England 
was abbreviated into Smit, how are we to 
ypenomaes the cognomen of Mr. RaGHUNATH 

URUSHOTTOM PaARANJpyE, his brilliant fel- 
low-Indian of the recent Mathematical 
Tripos? Is it to be Jones or Rosinson? 
But from the last syllable of the surname, we 
darkly suspect that it is, after all, a case of 
printer's “ pie,” and giveitup. Q.N.E.F. 





“CONSPUEZ TROPFORT!” 


Lacugs Lovusettistes! Inrames Insurgs! 
Un MryistEre pD’AssomMEvrRs! 


Vora le résultat des ignobles efforts de 
l’abominable Syndicat! Le peuple francais 
a crié “‘A bas Troprort!” Oh, supréme 
injure! Oh, lache canaille! 

Cependant ce ne sont que les misérables 
assommeurs qui m’ont hué, moi, le seul 
patriote en France. Je ne céderai jamais 
aux infimes mouchards de Panama 1**, 
Conspuez Louset! I] faut redoubler nos 
efforts. Picguart libéré, Zona chez lui, 
Dreyrvus innocent! O’est un cauchemar de 
la justice. A bas les juges! 

Et moi, Henri Troprort, est-ce que je 
peux rester en France, desormais aban- 

onnée aux PicquarRT, aux ZOLA, aux 
Dreyrvus, desormais l’esclave du conspué 
d’Auteuil et de l’affreux Syndicat anglais- 
juif? Moi, ancien communard, pour le 
moment allié des ridicules jeunes gens du 





ee St. Germain? Non, mille fois 
non 

Je n’ai aucune envie de suivre le vaillant 
CHRISTIANI en prison. A vrai dire, je ne 
désire que le confottable. Ah, un mot 
Anglais! A bas les Anglais! Cependant 
chez eux on trouve le vrai confortable. 
J’étais trés-bien la-bas, dans cette villa du 
Regent Parc. Il ne me manguait rien, sauf 
le soleil de la France. Et qu’est-ce qu'il 
y a de plus gentil que le policeman anglais ? 

















ar ial 
J Ei 


——_ 





SEATS OF THE MIGHTY.—No. 19. 
Tre “Top” Racine Sapp.e. 

This saddle, made of buckskin and silk, is of 

Yankee origin, and is designed, in straight ranning 

lines, after the style of the North American Indians. 





Pourvu que vous ayez l’air d’un honnéte 
homme, 11 ne —— point de vous. Pas 
de mouchards, pas d’espions, pas d’assom- 
meurs! Voila une vie agréable, lorsqu’on 
n’est plus jeune! 

EsterHazy lui-méme habite Londres. 
Entre nous, c’est un homme des plus 
infimes, espion, menteur, faussaire, voleur. 
Et cependant l’Angleterre ne lui refuse pas 
un home. 

Done je ne crierai plus “A bas les An- 
glais!” Si par hasard }’étais foreé de quitter 
ce malheureux pays ow les méprisables 
bandits de l’infime Lovusgt m’ont hué, 
j'irais en Angleterre. Ah, douce tranquil- 
lité du Regent Parc! II faut toujours varier 
ses cris selon ses principes. faut tou- 
jours varier ses principes selon son en- 
tourage. Jusqu’ici je n’ai pu crier ‘‘ Vive 
les Anglais!” Mais ca viendra p.ut-étre 


plus tard. P 
A présent il faut redoubler nos efforts ; il 
faut dire des injures, mille fois plus 


violents, 4 l’infame locataire de l’Elysée, le 
méprisable Panama 1£8, et au sinistre organ- 
isateur des assommeurs d’Armenonville, 
lignoble Dupuy. [Here we are forced to 
omit the remainder of M. Troprort’s vitu- 
ation. ] d 
Enfin un dernier mot. Si les Francais, 
salariés ou non-salariés du Syndicat juif,— 
je ne parle plus des Anglais; c’est un peuple 
ospitalier—crient encore “‘ Conspuez TRor- 
FoRT”’ je quitterai 4 tout jamais ce pays 
ingrat, et )'irai m’installer au milieu des 
paisibles policemans de Londres, en face des 
verdoyantes prairies du Regent Parc. 
Henri TROPFORT. 
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BUMBLE’S] LAMENT. 


[The boundaries of Marylebone parish are causing considerable bother to 
the Vestry. To beat them properly it is necessary to enter a cage in the Zoo 
where a hippopotamus lives. r discussion it was resolved to let the matter 
rest.” — The Globe.] 


Warcs I wish to put it simple-like and clear, 
And the same it didn’t ought to be forgot, 
If you want to find a perilous career, 
Why, a Beadle’s is the wussest of the lot; ? 
For it’s — a howdy-dowdy! Here’s them paupers gettin’ 
rowdy, 
Ani the cate is all refract’ry, ’cos the food ain’t satisfact’ry, 
While the females is that silly, they ’re refusin’ of their skilly,” 
And you ’ve always got to be upon the spot. 


Now, I ain’t afraid of nuthink, no, not me! 
As & man, a ‘uman man, I’m brave enough, 
For I’ve sometimes drunk a cup of pengers tea, 
And I've even ate a plateful of plum-duff, 
But there’s limits! When the fuss is over hippopotamuses 
With a mouth wot’s like a chasm, why, it damps your ’thusriasm, 
And I’d like to see the man ‘ll swallow that job—even Dan’. 
With his lions would have found it rather tough. 


Yus, though unbeknown to terror, and I takes 

To danger, like a crowner to a ’quest, 
When I looks upon this hanimal, I shakes 

Till my big ’eart is bustin’ through my breast. 
Which I'll beat the bounds with any, but there ain’t not very many 
Wot will plunge into the cages wheer sich monsters ramps and rages, 
So, while beggin’ of their pardins for advisin’ of the Guardi’ns, 

I’d suggest that they should let the matter rest. 








AnotHEerR Dictronary.—An advertisement appears in the Times 
of a “Funk anp Wacnatts Co.’s English Dictionary.” As 
Butwer’s Cardinal Richelieu observes, ‘There ’s no such word 
as ‘ Fail,’ so, written in English character, there ought to be 
“no such word as ‘Funk.’” Such a book as this, partly com- 
ag by a Funk, might cause a panic in the City. Perhaps the 

ag in WaGNALLs counteracts the effect. Be it so. You can 
obtain it in “ half Russia” for three sovereigns (the other ‘ half 
Russia” going ten —— better), and in “full Morocco” the 
Moors will do it for you at four guineas and five pounds. 
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SUPERB. 


Podgson (a recently joined disciple of the gentle craft), ‘* An, Now I 
FLATTER MYSELF THAT I PLAYED THAT FELLOW WITH CONSIDERABLE 
SKILL, AND LANDED HIM WITHOUT THE NET, TOO!” 








MINOR TROUBLES. 


I.— Our Secretary. 

BEING & young author, with a young wife, 
who expects a good deal of my society— 
assistance in choosing her dresses, etc.—I 
thought it would be well to have a secretary 


new hat. 
did not see him for 


for a walk every 


enjoyed the ae 
ay 


him to a 


weeks, and we 
He takes our 


what is the latest moment until which my 
wife can support existence without her 
Once I lent 
friend, to help to get up a “ Benefit.” We 


musical 


eatly 
og out 


- I have found him 


to help me with the more laborious part of 
my work ; but I have long regretted that I 
ever engaged one. I find I waste several 
hours of every day in trying to think of some- 
thing for the secretary todo. He is far too 
willing, too industrious and eager for work. 
He is always talking about ‘“‘ method,” and 
has a habit of continually “ making lists” 
that annoys me acutely. He is an excellent 
type-writer, and always longing to exercise | 


this art. Certainly I have written very | 





reading aloud to my wife the ‘‘ Answers to 
Correspondents” in The Queen while she 
worked. She told me she thought it was a 
kindness to give him something useful to do. 

In his leisure moments—some twenty- 
three hours—he answers the acrostics in 
Tit-Bits, but I have never heard of his 
gaining a prize. 


have had some excellent ideas for poems, 
I may mention that I have already brought 





To show the bad effect his | 
yee has on my art, the last few weeks | 


I was pleased with this opening, and my 
wife also admired it, though she said she 
feared it was ‘“‘too deep” for the general 
public. I went out in the fresh air, to rest 
afterwards ; and when I came in, I found 
these four lines neatly type-written. I was 
absolutely unable to think of another line 
in consequence, and was obliged to abandon 
what might have been a remarkable epic. 
However, I thought of something in an 
entirely different style; a simple little thing, 
& mere impression, called Candle-light, 
It began thus— 
A cigarette ; and the scent 
Of a candle that has gone out. 
And I would I knew where it went, 
I, alone in darkness and doubt. 


Dripping, pattering rain 
On the window-pane——”” 







little since he has been here, and it is|ut a small volume called Foam-Flowers, | 
doubtful if I ever shall do much during his | Which made some little sensation. Indeed, | 





I had got so far when I was called away. 





stay. When I retire to my study—s dim | the criticisms it received were not those | 
little retreat, furnished princip with 

tobacco and boots, and with a delightful 
view of roofs from the window—I have 
hardly been there two hours when he will 
look in and find me still reading the Daily 
Mail. When I came down, my wife woul 


say— 
_ ‘Well, dear, have you had a good morn- 
ing’s work?” and I would answer, “Oh, 
bas fair—very fair, indeed.” 

ut now the secretary rushes up after me, 
and finds naiong om my desk but a piece of 
beautiful clean blotting-paper. Then he 
leoks reproachful. We are both always 
inventing absurd errands for him—to get 
him out of the way. He issent on missions 
not unconnected with millinery, to explain | 











bestowed on the first comer. Not that they 
were fulsome, nauseating praise. 
the way, one of the most irritating things 
my secretary ever did was to collect all the 
reviews and paste them neatly in a book. 
Separately, they had seemed not uncom- 
<yr ey ~ taken in the right spirit. 

ut together, they were depressing in a 
certain universality of opinion. I began a 
poem to be called The Judgment Day, which 
seemed a - « subject and suitable for a 
fine work. had written the following 
four lines of the first stanza : 


“Under the versi-coloured tissue 

Over the fulgent, bickering marge, 
Stand in the participrocate twilight 
Tenebrous gonfalons, looming large.” 


And, by | written, and my inspiration nipped in 





Of course, I came back to find it type- 
) 
bud. 

I have just heard some good news. I 
had sent my secretary to look for a country 
house for us, that was to be neither old, nor 
new, neither too large nor too small, quite 
rustic and out in the country, but conveni- 
ently near to town. I thought this would 
oa him sometime. Hereturned unsuc- 
cessful and has just informed me he wishes 
to resign his secretaryship. He finds life in 
a flat too monotonous, and wishes to be a 
war-correspondent. 





TEMPORARY PROVERB.—Every Midsum- 
mer has its day. 
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Sczns—A Soirée at the Head Master’s House, 


= Jeans 
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Mrs. Gedolphin (to new German Master). ‘‘ AND HOW DO YOU GET ON WITH THE Boys, HERR ScuvusTER ?” 
New German Master. ‘‘ Aca! DEY LAUGHS ME IN MY FACE; UND DEN I BOXES DEIR EARS; UND DEN I DO LAUGHS IN MY INTERIORS!” 








CHILDE KRUGER’S PILGRIMAGE. 
A FrRaemeENtT. 


THERE was a sound of devilry by night 

Where Dopper patriots held open doors ; 

A maze of ese lanterns shed their li Ty 

On fearsome-waisted vrouws and de 
Boers [fl a 

And now their stalwart crushers beat the 

Now to the organ’s titillating strum 

They sang, with ardour streaming tbruugh 
their pores, 

A local hymn in one voluptuous bh: am, 

Or that intoxicating strain— Let ’em all 

come!" 


Did ye ig hear it? Down the listening 


win 
Pure as their lord from taint of Seem, 

The Presidential fly attached behind, "a 
ee 


Thundered the trekking bullocks 
abreast ; 
And lo, within, taking a well-earned rest, 
His topper tilted, in his coat a bloem 
Of Orange-river-blossom, and a jest 
Lingering round his lips, the seal of doom, 
one the portly outlines of the unctuous | 
OM. 


As — the youthful lambkin, yet un- 


Or as the bruiser dreams his toil away, 

Having, by force of gravity, outworn 

Another bruiser, earlier in the day— 

So in the Communal four-wheeler lay 
‘This innocent,with conscienceclear of stain, | 





Letting his pliant mind go — at play, 
Sated of sitting with a dull disdain 
Upon the messenger from Mr. CHamBEr- 
LAIN. 


On a \. sight the sleeper’s peepers 
woke! 
The homage of a nation, void of art! 
—_ i. ttle tuskless Boers and — 
heart 
Wept A their welcome on his flannelled 
Fat warriors unoxed and hauled his cart 
Irregularly, much —- his will ; 
And 7 whose humour was a thing 
ap Hill?” 
Made ‘aiuitien, “How about Majuba 
Or, “‘ Have ge Bil? sent you Mitngr’s Moral 
Damage 
Thereat the pil with a pious blush 
And lifting up the white of both his eyes, 
Honest as cocodilies” , said “Hush, oh, 
hush! [rise ! 
Let not your naughty earthly passions 
Once more we win a omen yet, be wise, 
Nor, having giant strength, employ the 
same 
As giants use; but rather scan the skies, 
Where he that upward looks with single 
aim [little game. 
| May get to learn if ‘Heaven approves his 
“For Heaven has helped us who have 
helped ourselves ; 
Pouching at ease what revenues we would, 
beter = the heathen sweat of him that 
elves 





(And, delving, blasts) for our peculiar 
good ; [have stood 
Judge not too much these gentiles who 
Between our State and famine; let us see 
How to embrace them in our brotherhood, 
But very slowly, for a fitting fee, 
Thus making Virtue blossom from Neces- 
sity.” 


At this among the ruder bloods arose 
Mutinous murmurs, till the old ’un said 
That. at a pinch, if matters came to blows, 
The Power, that long his Chosen Ones had 
led {their head, 
Would still, he hoped, consent to take 
And bash the aliens. Here his dexter eye 
Closed deftly. Then a Psalm or so was 


read, [ery 

The fighting kind, concluding with the 

“The Sword of Gid feon ! Hew them hip, 
hip, hip and thigh!” 


But far away within the Sovereign isle, 
Hard by where Europe sat and racked her 
brain 
Devising means to mend the nations’ bile, 
The enemies of peace took heart again ; 
—_ a of war that chafed — the 
brine, 
With cm ’ aprick and nose that drank the 
Waiting the sound of “ Havoc!” stood at 
strain ; 
For = os himeelf must here have made a 


And hinted that the hour had come to draw 
the line. 
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“DOGS OF WAR.” 


Oom Paut. ‘* MAY I ASK IF THOSE DOGS ARE INTENDED FOR ANY SPECIAL PURPOSE ?” 
J-s Cu-mp-ru-n. ‘*‘ WELL, GUV’NOR, THAT’S AS MAY BE! MERELY GIVIN’ ’EM A LITTLE GENTLE EXERCISE!” 
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WEEDS AND FLOWERS. 


A City Ipyu. 





TOBACCILLI! 


{Mr. G. CLARKE NurrTAatt, in the June Contemporary Review, says the 
flavour of tobacco is due to the agency of microbes alone. ] 


The Smoker sings to his Lady Nicotine :— 
Now and then I have smoked a choice cigar, 
By some kind friend presented ; 


There was nothing my peace of mind to mar 
And render me discontented. 


But now I’ve perused a June review 
And lost one more illusion ; 

My Havana’s aroma is merely due 
To bacteria in profusion. 


Nicotine ’s a cousin-german now 
To the microbe in a twin sense ; 
But, though I’m a germicide, I vow, 
At her shrine I'll still burn incense! 








OPERATIC NOTES. 


Monday, June 12.—Rigoletto; or, The Opera that Wasn't. Mme. 
Mztza unfortunately indisposed; so VeRp1’s Aida substituted, in 
which Mme. Gapskt, as heroine, continued and improved upon her 
former success. Mme. Louise Homer again proved herself worthy 
to bear the name of her great Greek ancestor, so celebrated as 
singer of his own little poetic compositions and travelling solo- 
harpist. Chorus good ; holders of trumps scored the usual points. 
Compliments to Signor Scortr, who put in a first appearance as 
Amonasro, 

Tuesday.— Faust. Jean himself again, and in the moral clutches 
of the wicked Epovarp, stoutest ephistopheles that the STauL£D 

has ever seen. Man being known by his company, cannot help 

f surprised that Marguerite was not more curious to learn 
from Faust who his large friend in red was. When he makes love 
to skittish BavERMEISTER (as Martha) latter’s head only just comes 
up to his lowest note; no attempt made to encircle his waist. 
me, SuzaANNE ADAMS ne “one of Evgz’s daughters” with 
g discretion, and is much more like a daisy than most 
Marguerites. Perhaps not quite so innocent as she looks; 
noticed that the flower she picks up so casually in He-loves-me- 
ves-meé-not scene had been previously selected for the odd 
number of its petals. Found her behaviour a little restless in 
lurch; and she lacked fervour in révision scene, though 





of brothers. Brass band of Valentine’s Volunteers not to be over- 
looked. Played Le Petit Soldat march with incredible verve. Alto- 
ther a ‘dem fine” performance, as Mr. MancinguuI (conductor) 
is at liberty to say. 

Thursday, June 15.—Bg.u1n1’s Norma ; or, “* Her Heart was true 
to Pol”-lio! Scenes of my childhood once more I behold ye! 
Grist and Mario I shall never forget; Trrrzns I remember. 

A capital house ; if not absolutely crowded, at least so full as not 
only to afford proof positive of the genuine public interest awakened 
by the revival. Four times were Mme. Litt1 Leamann, as Norma, 
and Mile. Grot1a Ravoati, as Adalgisa, recalled before the curtain 
after the great duet. 

Grand was M. Piangon, the magnificent Oroveso, topping every 
one on the stage by at least half a head, as representing the very 
highest of high priests in the Druidical hierarchy. Herr Dirren 
was a perfectly perfidious Pollio, false to Adalgisa, as he had been 
alse to Norma, but absolutely true to his Bguurn1, and receiving 
that full share of the ovation he had justly earned. Signor Vanni 
adequately filled the modest part of Flavio, the ‘‘ Carolus ejus 
amicus” of operatically classic Rome. Clothilde, e ed as 
Norma’s nursery governess in charge of the two little Pollo-Norma 
boys, was sweetly pourtrayed by Mlle. BAUERMEISTER. 

It isa pity that, with the new scenery and costumes, so many 
of the old absurdities which made the ‘Opera an easy prey to the 
burlesque-writer should not have been done away with entirely. 
The Druids’ brass band might have been heard but not seen, and 
the nondescript chorus of nobodies-in-particular might have become 
naturalised and nationalised with appropriate costumes ; as it is, 
they are a rabble out of some comic classic history. 





“JAM” NON “SATIS.” 
(A Lay of Medmenham, by a Broken-hearted Boating Man i 
from the Thames, who was informed that, by the of the Hotel, 
visitors were not allowed jam with their tea sf served in the garden.) 
Tere ’s a river hotel that is known very well, 
From the turmoil of London withdrawn, 
Between Henley and Staines, where this strange rule obtains— 
That you must not have jam on the lawn. 


In the coffee-room still you may eat what you will, 
Such as chicken, beef, mutton, or brawn, 

Jam and marmalade too, but, whatever you do, 
Don’t attempt to eat jam on the lawn. 


oa Jongs and his bride sought the cool river side, 
And she said, as she skipped like a fawn, 
** As it és, it is nice, but ’twould be paradise, 

Could we only have jam on the lawn!” 








DIVIDENDS AND DRAMA. 


At the first ordinary general meeting of the Lyceum Theatre 
Co., Limited, Mr. Comyns Carr presented Sir Henry’s “cordial 

eetings ” to the directors and shareholders, and the assurance that 

e (Sir Henry) was perfectly satisfied and contented, and under 
the circumstances, in a general way as happy as possible, which, 
of course, was “ tidings of comfort and joy.” Then an inquisitive 
shareholder wanted to know what the future arrangements might 
be, and the astute Mr. Carr declined to be drawn on that delicate 
subject. Then another shareholder —— requested to be in- 
formed “whether the receipts had depreciated in the absence, 
through illness, of Sir Henry Irvine ?” b 

Now this would have been a bit of a poser for any managing 
director, however well qualified for the post; but Mr. Carr, more 
than egual to the occasion, astutely replied that “of course Sir 
Henry's absence would always depreciate receipts in any theatre 
in which he appeared as leading actor ’—and he might have illus- 
trated his remark by asking where would be the great attraction 
of a Lion Show in the absence of the Lion? However, without 

ausing for parables that might have been out of place at a 
acorn 3 meeting, he went on to reassure the shareholder, with 
as little damage as possible to the feelings of Sir Henry, that 
“the attractions of the play were such that the results were in the 
mass entirely satisfactory.’ An oracular utterance so 
adapted to the occasion that no other shareholder seems to have 
troubled the ‘‘ subsequent proceedings.” 

Perhaps on some future occasion a bolder shareholder may 
summon up courage to inquire what arrangements have been 
made, so that an extraordinarily “‘ great success " may “run” for 
three, four, or five hundred nights and more ?_ And suppose such a 
hit were to happen in the absence of Sir Henry, what would 
the Lyceum Co., Limited, do with Sir Henry? Henry or not 
Haney, “that is the question.” Is it Dividends first and Drama 
afterwards? But, drama first by all means, only it must be a 





her own against immense volume of sound emitted by pair 


ee 





drama full of interest—for the money. 
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AFTER THE 


Fair Stranger. ‘‘I supposk You MusTN’T SWEAR EITHER ?” 





COLLISION. 








LYRICAL OUTRAGES. 
X.—A Lesson (By A DETECTIVE). 


Ture is a flower, the Pride of Holloway, 
That shuts in prison, as in cold and rain, 


But with the sun of freedom’s first bright gray. 
ray, ‘ . = 
Brazen as brass itself, comes out again ! “To ag class mobsman—then, worse 


When cribs have been a-cracking, house on 


ouse, 
When burgled tradesmen clamour sore 
distrest, 
It hides its head as quiet as a mouse 
In close self-shelter, having earned a rest. 


But lately, one rough day, this flower I past, 

aan recognised it, though an altered 
orm— 

False — and whiskers streaming to the 


= 
Picking its way (and pockets) in the storm. 
It stopped and said, with beggar’s whining 
voice, 
**T do not love to beg in rain and cold; 


This neither is my courage nor my choice, 
But my necessity in being old. 


| To tripe and onions and to mountain dew 
I cannot help myself in my decay; 
| My limbs are stiff, my hair is changed of 


ue 
And, in my sleeve, I smiled that it was 


A common pickpocket—a baddish lot! 

My man, you’ve gone down steady since 

your youth, 

meee along o’ me, you'll catch it 
ot ” 








ADDITIONAL SUBJECTS 


(For the International Council of Women, 
Presented with Mr. Punch’s Respects and 
kind Regards). 

By a Married Man.—‘A paper on the 
best method of ‘ setting things to rights’ in 

a study without putting an unfinished MS. 

/novel into the waste-paper basket, and 

‘mislaying’ notes for consultation with 


theatre and ball going, without infringi 
unduly upon the moments of an author 
writing against time for a magazine or some 
other periodical.” 
‘* A note upon the hours of luncheon and 
dinner in relation to the reasonable require. 
ments of the principal bread-winner of the 
house.” 
By a Bachelor.—“ An essay upon engage. 
ments with a view to restricting within 
moderate limits the right to dancing atten- 
dance claimed by woman over man.” 
‘ens for the adequate valeting 
of an elderly unmarried man in lodgings, 
where only a ‘general’ is kept to act as 
cook, housemaid, and sempstress.”’ 
By Everyone.—' A scheme by which both 
sexes may live in amity and mutual use. 
fulness.” 





BLOEMFONTEIN. 
(With apologies to the Author of ‘‘ The 
Mikado.”) 


Tae confabs that “‘ bloem”’ at the “ spring,” 


tra la, 
Of profit have shown not a trace: 
We'll have to take “ under our wing,” tra la, 
That old and avuncular thing, tra la, 
With a caricature of a face. 
He seems not to care when we say or 


we sing, 
That wronging the strangers is not quite 
** the thing” 


In the Transvaal, la la! 
The Transvaal, la la! 
To wrong them is hardly the thing! 








THE POINT OF VIEW. 


Dear Mr. Puncu,—I see that some med- 
dlesome busybodies are at the dogs’ muzzles 
again! As if a dog didn’t look ever so much 
better and brighter, in the nice hot weather, 
with a wire muzzle over its ugly teeth! 
Anyway, I and my family can walk the 
streets now without being constantly worried 
by every mangy little cur that passes—and 





The Letter Writer. 
that ’s everything to self-re 


ting citizens 
like ourselves. Long life to Lone! say 1. 
Yours, dear Mr. Punch, with respect, 
A. Mousse, 





| the family solicitor.” 
| “A consideration of the possibilities of 


Past President of the Anti-Canine Association. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


EXTRACTED FROM THE Diary oF Tosy, M.P, 


House oe Monday, June 12, 
12 p.u.—" Well,” said the Lorp Apvocats, 
mopping his pallid brow and smiling an arid 
a. “T have in my time opposed Home 
Rule all round; after this I thi should 
like it—especially for England and Ireland.” 

House been eight hours in Committee on 
measure reforming procedure on Scotch 
private bills. With exception of Cripps, 
the Picts left the room and the business 
entirely to the Scots. For all practical 
purposes a Scotch Parliament. CaLpwaLL 
in great form. 

“ What I like,” he says, ‘‘ is Committee. 
When Spgakge is in chair a member may 
make only one speech on a particular ques- 
tion. One motion one speech, is all very 
well for some people. oesn’t suit me. 
True, when I’m once on my legs I, like the 
brook at Milton-on-Campsie, rainbow-hued 
with proceeds of the paternal calico print- 
ing business, run on for ever, or as near 
that time as illimitable patience of House 
will permit. As CawMELL - BANNERMAN 


once said, ‘Listening to you, my dear | 
CALDWELL, I never know any reason why | 


you should sit down; nor, indeed,’ he 
added after a moment's reflection, ‘ why 
ou should have got up.’ Don’t know what 
e means by last remark. Fancy it must 
be by way of a joke, for CAwMELL’s aye 
humoursome. The first part is quite true, 


and nicely said, When I do sit down efter | 


speaking for an hour or so I haven’t been 
on the bench two minutes when bang goes 
another idea. ——s I might have 
talked about for a glad half hour. Rules of 
House against it. In Committee no such 
rettriction. As GraHAM MuRRay says, 
‘Scotch debate in Cummittee is a sort of 
CaLDWELL sandwich. A slice of bread (say 
Dr. Cuark), then CaLDWBLL, representing a 
cut of salted tongue; another slice of bread 
(say Mr. Were), and there’s your sand- 
wich. Then we begin again: slice of bread 
(BucHanan), then CaLDwELL; slice of bread 





— as well try to make an omelette without 
(Hon. Arth-r Ell-t.) 





WIN i ye fl 
ps wll 


ae 


\ 








~ 
—~/ 
g 


WHAT WE HAVE COME TO.—A SKETCH DURING THE SUGAR DEBATE, 
A study of three “life-long Free Traders ’’ while listening to Free Trade arguments. 


| (RoBERTson). and so on all through the 
| sitting.’ And very nourishing, wholesome 
| food, too, if I may say it.” 


This is not the end of Mr. CALDWELL’s | 


interesting remarks. But space is limited. 
He will be continued in our next. 
\the debate on Private Bill Procedure. 
| Scotch members don’t often get a look in. 
Naturally not disposed to let their oppor- 
| tunity > Ay Debate accordingly stands 
|adjourned. Lorp ApvocaTs meanwhile has 
been taken to the hospital. 

Business done.—A nicht wi’ Burns. Song 
(by Lorp Apvocats), “ Private Legislation 
Procedure (Scotland) Bill, Oh!” 

T y.— Wide opening for ARTHUR 
Extiot. Not hitherto had opportunity of 
ae mark in present Parliament. 

| Everything comes to man who waits. Ball 
at Extiot’s feet to-night. London Govern- 
| ment Bill down for third reading. Measure 
| includes provision introduced by CouRTNEY, 
|making possible the creation of Aulder- 
|women. Thing to dois to have bill recom- 
mitted so that question may be reconsidered. 
Extrot, so to speak, stands in the breach, 
to prevent Woman wearing it in the plural. 
s he plaintively told SpkakEeR and mock- 
| ing House he had “‘ been at some pains” to 
|prepare oration on subject. For better 
|effect-in its delivery had obtained short 
lease of corner seat below gangway, to which 
the presence of JEmmy LowTHER daily lends 
dignity and weight. Jemmy away to-night, 
having appointment with dressmaker who 
is making new frock for the Importunate 
Widow. So Arrnur Ex.ior takes the 
coveted place and commences the oration 
that is to trip up the Aulderwoman just as 
she sees the way clear to step into the chair. 
Hadn’t gone far when SPEAKER up on one 
of those pestiferous points of order that 
hamper the eloquent member. Mustn’t dis- 
cuss this, mustn’t touch on that; must, in 
short, make progress (if any) slong a tight 
rope. Exuiot in despair. Never thought 
of these restrictions when composing 
oration. Might as well try to make an 





So will | 


| deliver. 
| sympathetic. 


(Mr. B-lf-r, Lord G-rge H-m-lt-n, and Mr. Ch-mb-rl-n.) 


omelette without eggs as obey SPEAKER’s 
injunction. Stumbled along for few min- 
utes; got back into groove of speech ; doi 

nicely when SPEAKER again interrupted. 
It was on being pulled up for third time 
Ettiot made the plaintive plea about 
having ‘‘ been at some pains” in prepara- 
tion ot the speech it seemed he might not 
SPEAKER obdurate; House un- 
Exriot’s struggles grew 
fainter, and, his speech unspoken, ne fell back 
into the seat from which ten minutes earlier 


| he had risen to wring the neck of the Aulder- 
| woman. 





Alas for those who never sing, 
But die with all their music in them. 


Business done.—London Government Bill 
read a third time. 

Thursday.— Since hapless King Lovts 
THE SIXTEENTH set out in the historic yellow 
Berline, whose flight was stopped at 
Varennes, there has been nothing quite so 
enthralling as the more nebulous history of 
the railway carriage Don José did not 
engage for flight to Lausanne. Nothing 
more precise than the original statement. 
The Berline—I mean the railway carriage, 
was ordered by telephone, a means of com- 
munication that would have greatly pleased 
the boyish mind of the fugitive to Varennes. 
There was some mistake about the moment 
of departure. Here history, harking back to 
the start of the Berline, repeats itself. 
Finally, arrangements were concluded for 
the carriage to be at the Gare de Lyons 
to-morrow, at 9.10 p.m. (l'heure de Paris). 

Don Jos#, standing at the Table to-night 
in view of the sacred volume upon which 
members take the oath, solemnly declared 
that the story was a fantasy. “I have 
not,” he said, ‘engaged any railway car- 
riage either in this country or in France. I 
have no intention of leaving my country.” 

This, definite and undeniable, is more- 
over gratifying to patriotic hearts. Fallen 
upon troublesome times, with multiples of 

ACLEAN pestering him, Louis Capgt might 
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NOT WHAT SHE EXPECTED. 


Scene—Canal side, Sunday morning. 
Lady, ‘‘Do YoU KNOW WHERE LITTLE Boys Go TO wHO BATHE ON SuNDAY?” 


First Arab. ** Yus. 
AIN’T ALLOWED!” 


Ir’s FARDER UP THB CANAL SIDE, 


Bur rou can’t Go. GIRLS 





take refuge in flight. Don José is made of 
sterner stuff. 

Business done.—Ministerial majority ran 
up to normal figure in support of counter- 
vailing sugar duties in India. 

Friday.—Tim Huaty back for a few days. 
Brings with him the influence of the brisk 
salt breeze of Irish Channel. Since he was 
last here has been made aQ.C. As he rises 
to confront Carson and SAUNDERSON, united 
in opposition to Dublin Corporation Bill, 
you can almost hear the rustling of his silk 
gown. A masterly speech he made, brief, 
pungent, every sentence telling. 

‘* Man and boy I’ve known the House of 
Commons for many years,” said Sark. “ In 
my experience the rarest thing is to find a 
speech influence a vote. 
thing to say as going to the root of the 
business of our daily meeting. All the 
same it’s true. One memorable variation 
from the rule was Henry Fow.er’s 
speech on Indian Cotton Duties. Another, 
and I don’t recall any between, is Tru 
Heaty’s speech on the report stage of the 
Dublin Corporation Bill. He had the good 
fortune to rise when the House was full. 
He instantly commanded, never lost grip 
of, attention. Immediately on his sitting 
down House divided. At a moderate esti- 
mate I reckon speech carried fifty votes.” 

Business done.—Scotch Estimates. 





At Ascot. 
Lady Larkspur (to Mrs. Vamose). I 
thought you said that you had tickets for 
the Royal Inclosure ? 


Mrs. Vamose (not to be beaten). Quite right, 


my dear, but my husband thought it would 
= be quite respectable for me to go there 
one. 





That is a hard | 


| PRIVATE VIEWS: MOSTLY 
UNPOPULAR. 
(By Mr. Punch’s Vagrant.) 
No. V.—TRANSVAAL QUESTIONS. 
| Is England Suzerain or not, Sir ? 
| Is Mr. Krier bond or free ? 
| Does ALFRED Mityner know what’s what, 


ir 
How stands the case of Joszrx C.? 

Is every a. when we prepare it, 
Serenely just, profoundly right ? 

Is black as black as men declare it, 
Or just a darker shade of white ? 


The Uitlander would fain renounce us ; 
He pines to be a Transvaal Boer. 
Shall Uncle Kricsr always bounce us 
| By closing every open door? 
| Our remedy for wrongs so grievous 
Is just to make Oom Pavt allow 
These British citizens to leave us, 
And help to milk the Transvaal cow. 


Is Josspx C.—forgive my harking 

Back to that celebrated man— 
An gees at biting as at barking 

hen Kriicer calmly flouts his plan ? 

Is Jossrx’s fame securely founded, 

Or merely made of gaudy shams ? 
What were the secrets he propounded 

In those mysterious telegrams ? 


These questions much perplex the nation ; 
Our minds adopt the changing hue 

Of every daily alteration 
Of policies and points of view. 

For first our papers shout for battle ; 
Then, presto, all the shoutings cease, 

And with a li ae ms we rattle 
From blood to , from war to peace } 


It’s joyous to be urged to slaughter 
On Sunday ; but when Monday comes 











The wine of threats is thinned with water; 
Furled are the flags and hushed the 


Next day our peacefaln 
e y our peacefulness we smother ; 
We mean to give old Kriasr fits, 
And make the Dutchman be our brother 
By sheoting every Boer to bits. 
On Wednesday we don’t quite like it ; 
We might make war, but what’s the use ? 
A nail’s all right if you can strike it, 
But if you miss it it’s the deuce. 
Besides, the Boers much lead have bought 
em ; 
They re armed and ready for the fray— 
AMESON, who went out and fought 


them, 
And Mr. Ruopgs, who stayed away. 


But Thursday’s terrors, who shall state em? 
That morn the bellicose D. T. 
Puts forth its private ultimatum 
And every Jingo shouts with glee. 
That pink and patriotic journal, 
The Globe, makes evening fiery red 
ss down for flames infernal 
‘o scorch the crown of Kritaur’s head, 


Then Friday finds us 1 and breathless ; 
The strain was much too tense to last: 

Oom Pavt, it may be, isn’t deathless ; 
We'll wait until his days are past. 

On Saturday we range from raging 
Down to the Westminster Gazette, 

Which bids us, while we’re slowly aging, 
Pause calmly—well, we’re pausing yet, 











ADVERTISEMENT in the Morning Post— 
“ a a Snes Service Exam., young lad 
seeks employment,”—opens up new | 
bilities for ie emai edvertisement, wk 


as :— 
TO LONDON EDITORS.—Young gentle. | 
man, rejected by Times, Nimeteenth Cen- 
tury and other high-class papers, is pre- 
pared to accept engagement. Work not | 
so much an object as salary. 
SCOTCH GARDENER, early riser, strict | 
temperance, 56, desires employment as | 
Variety Artist. 
ELDERLY GENTLEMAN, unencumbered 
with fortune or Fp attractions, 
wishes to correspond with young heiress. 
No questions answered. Stamped en- 
ban 503a, Old Kent Road. 
RETIRED CARD EXPERT wants change 
(of fifty forged notes). Address, in strict 
confidence, ‘‘ Ticket oF LEAVE.” 
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THE COMING RACE; OR, 





CENTAURY. 
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